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single instant fluttering against the sky, and vanished like
a ghost The smell of cooling, breathing earth, the essence
of the dusk, stole like a breeze into my brain. And as
I lay, I looked and saw, pendent in the purple air, like
a great yellow Indian topaz lost in an amethystine void,
the digit of the moon, poised, as if on tiptoe, on the very
rim of the brow of the hill, whose sable edge it seemed
to touch, with a fringe of soft and almost imperceptible
Iridescence, with magical contradiction, making the dark
thing fair.

There the Great God stood, before me, with his Jewel
on his brow.

And as I gazed, the moon stooped towards me, and
whispered in my ear: Lo ! I am the Star of Eve, the
Diadem of Deity, the Planet of the Dusk, a holy Incarna-
tion of loveliness beyond imagination. And thou, bathed
in my beauty, drowned in my silver flood, softer than the
glance cast by a mother on a fever-stricken child, wilt
thou not worship and adore me, and own me for what I
am, a deity indeed: Mistress of Herbs and Medicine of
the soul: cool, pale, delicious, midnight Madonna, of all
things dark and beautiful the darkest and the sweetest,
and yet the fairest of the fair. Wilt thou not bow to me,
as all men did of oldf and as still do the peoples of the
East, who set me as a moony tire in the tawny hair of
the God of Gods* and hail me the imperial and only Jewel
on the brow of this great dark world ? Mystic Swan, sphere
of crystal, camphor chalice, oozer of ambrosial ice, silent
silver boat of heaven, by many names the ancients knew
me, and did my godhead homage, calling me Artemis or lo,
Bendis, Diana, Proserpine, Astarte, Atergatis or Isis, and